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waiting for the return of Amir Abdullah, and I didn't
want to apply to British headquarters.
Fouad had an excellent idea. "Let us go into the mar-
ket place and the cafes," he suggested, "and search dili-
gently for men of the Beni Sakhr. If haply we find one,
he will give us tidings of Sheik Mitkhal."
In less than an hour we had "haply" found four, in-
cluding one who had come in to sell a colt, and who knew
Amir Amin Arslan. When the facts were explained, we
became more important to that Bedouin than his colt, or
any of his own private affairs. His one duty in life was
to serve Mitkhal, he said, and since I came as MitkhaFs
friend and guest, it was now to serve me. He wasn't sure
where Mitkhal was, but he took my letter, tied it in the
folds of his kafieh> left his colt unsold in the hands of a
friend, refused my gold, and was gone at a gallop.
I learned afterward that he rode all that night, picking
up a second horse and the proper direction from a group
of tribesmen he encountered on the trail, and arrived at
MitkhaFs tent next day.
Two mornings later I was awakened by a clattering of
hoofs, loud shouting outside my window, and then a
pounding on my door. I hurried out in my pajamas.
Praise be to Allah! Twelve mounted Bedouins with
braided hair and bronzed faces, their flowing abbas of
cameFs hair dyed black or brown, with rifles slung on
straps across their shoulders, and breasts gleaming with
cartridges, lifted their hands and touched fingers to fore-
head in friendly salute.
With them was a coal-black negro, armed and dressed
as the rest, except that the shoulders of his abba were
heavily embroidered with gold braid, and at his waist

